Now I grow stronger, I have days of leisure
To shape my coming Vengeance as I lie,

And, undisturbed by call of War or Pleasure,
Can dream of many ways a man may die.

I shall not torture thee, thy friends might rally,
Some Fate assist thee and prove false to me;

Oh! shouldst thou now escape me, Amir Ali,
This would torment me through Eternity!

Aye, Shuffa-Jan, I will be quiet indeed,

Give here the Hafcim*s powder if thou wilt,

And thou mayst sit, for I perceive thy need,
And rest thy soft-haired head upon my quilt*

Thy gentle love will not disturb a mind

That loves and hates beneath a fiercer Star*

Also, thou know*st, my Heart is left behind,
Among the Almond-trees of Kandahar!